CHAPTER   XX.

FALL OF THE EMPIRE.

GOEIHE has described the uneasiness with which, in
the days of his childhood, the burghers of his native
Frankfort saw the walls of the Roman Hall covered with
the portraits of Emperor after Emperor, till space was left
for few, at last for one a. In A.D. 1792 Francis the Second
mounted the throne of Augustus, and the last place was
filled. Three years before there had arisen on the western
horizon a little cloud, no bigger than a man's hand, and
now the heaven was black with storms of ruin. There
was a prophecy b, dating from the first days of the Em-
pire's decline, that when all things were falling to pieces, and
wickedness rife in the world, a second Frankish Charles
should rise as Emperor to purge and heal, to bring back
peace and purify religion. If this was not exactly the
mission of the new ruler of the West Franks, he was at
least anxious to tread in the steps and revive the glories
of the 'heio whose throne he professed to have again
erected. It were a task superfluously easy to shew how
delusive is that minute historical parallel of which every
Parisian was full in A.D. 1804, the parallel between the heir
of a long line of fierce Teutonic chieftains, whose vigorous
genius had seized what it could of the monkish learning
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The Romer Saal is still one of the
sights of Frankfort. The portraits,
however, which one now sees in it,
seem to be all or nearly all of them

modern; and few have any merit
as works < f art.
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